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StaflW P. Yo~lg brwmd int e what ho call8 my boaPa nr& hera in thd 

Chronicrle building yast l rday . Stan run8 the U. S. Biologid S~XV@O 

division of game managrarrnt darn in Waohfngton. I didn’t knuw what he wae 

up to hero, nuking a grand l lrtry flanked by thsra two uniformed offiaorr of 

the dusk lawr, Hugh Wordester and “Bud” Elder, and trailing along Howard 

Zahnirer, ponail pusher and broadgabber in the Surwy’s infermation work. 

*A delegation to oee ‘you, Mr. Tod Powell.* 

Well, if you oan got a dologation to talking one at a t im, you can 

find out something. It ee(101a that Young has jurt pullad rh expedition out 

of Old Mexioe. There are mountain lion8 down in the Carmen Mountainr, and 

therae something about RU fhore sld oougar8 thut g&8 Stan. If it f8n’t 

one thing, it ‘8 anothrr. Thir time ho ranted piaturer, but not jU8t pioture8 l 

Ho ~a~1-ied the old prinrro of ptdatOr8 , ar ho 8d.S it, to take hi8 OIla 

pioturo-portrait by the atiirt, YOU k-e 

Aud ho got what he wanted, night-time piuturer of the aougar, and the 

bobeat, door* and rabbit, foe. 

“Hor’d you do it?” I askad him. 

Veil,” hr say8, ‘Tappan Qrogory and Robert Sturgir, from tho Chiaago 

Aaadwuy of Saiencros, 8et up their emrar and their tiIhlight8 and oonnoeted 

them with a treadle. A8 loon aa anything rtsppod on that treadle, flarh, 

alirk, and thore’a your picture, All I did nrs to make the old prinar step 

on it, strut his sthff, you know, before the eameIMC.* 



That’8 all. That mudo me think of the soft job the had aarrirr thought 

ho had. "Swall job," he says, “all I hare to do.ir to aarry the briake up ta 

tho fourth floor. They ds afl the work up tharo.8 

Anyhow, Young got hi8 pieturer and a group of stientifie rpeci1~m8 and 

a good idm of what ald Nothsr Naturo’e West laokad like before the gram-eating, 

WO8ion rpe6ialirtr wore out the sod with ovorgnzing. 

Columbinmr g&l~rm. &anprgrasrr aplenty. Waring tmaugh to keep a 

paak horro going without grain. Deer. And mountain lionr. 

s \. medo ma hoaesiok . 
-? 

So X dropped that and rtarted talking about duak8. 

It's eary ta get Young talking abovt duaks, too. 

"1 thin& wa*re ping to bring the dusks baok," MR he raid. Wur program 

IWUS to bs working swell. Tfe*re reduoing the annual kill to IQIO the breeding 

rtoak, and we’re trying to give the bird8 mere marshoe where they can rairo their 

families. And it's rocking. We think Chore*@ an in8roare this yew-not enough 

to shout about, but if the huntem go along with UIJ enough to build Oh" 

I took a glanor at those two boya in uniform, and I fkrought about the 

wrg thoy'rr helping the hunter@ go along. 

90’ re with you, * I told Young, and he looked mr &raigM, in the aye and 

said, 'Well, Old Timor, that's what'8 going to do it.* 

I think he'8 ri@‘jt. 

Bu$ Ynung had t a hurry on. He’s helping the Bureau's field men to iron 

out their troUblO8, rof%sning their griefs, and getting them all 86t for 

Norwbw f ir8’t. &ad he had a lot of mm ta mo before ho g&s back to the 

oapital. 

Se w 1% hoping t a 84~0 him again, rams other breerp daYe 


